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THE 


HEIRESS OF DEVON. 


(CONTINUED.) 


Suz arose with a kind of digni- 


fied disorder; she stept forward, | 


her knee touched the ground to 
pay her first obeisance to her 
king : the resistless glow o° mo- 
desty mantled quick upon her 
cheek, her lips scarce emitted a 
sound, nor was one articulate, save 
the tremulous word o: welcome. 
Edgar gazed upon her with asto- 
nishment—he was transfixed like 
a statue, and his eyes alone evin- 
ced his animation. “ Allis lost!” 
cried Ethelwald to himself, his 
crimsoned cheek changing to the 
hue of death. The king recollect- 
ed himse!f ; he could have fallen 
prostrate to implore E!frida’s for- 
giveness, for permitting her to 
continue in such a posture; he 
raised her, reseated her on the so- 
fa, himself beside her. «* Lady,” 
said he, “‘weanj cur court can 
searcely pardon the Baron for con- 


cealing in invidieus shades, such 
perfections. If anxious for a re- 
conciliation, he must no longer 
monepolize, from the world, so 
valuable a treasure.” He glanced 
at Etuelwald, the hand of dismay 
was busy with his features, and 
marked too legibly the emotion 
| of his soul. 








“ Thou art my victim!” said 
the king to himself, “ thou shalt 
ne longer triumph in treachery — 
the soft hand I have touched, shall 
yet be mine.” It was his wish, 
however, to dissipate the fears he 
had excited ; he only, therefore, 
treated Elfrida with the politeness 
due to her station. To the Baron 
he behaved with additional com- 
placency ; repeatedly assured him 
he would no jonger allow him to 
be retired fromthe court. The 
Baroness calied forth every charm. 
Aftera few trifling excuses her 


thrilling melody—-nor did her 
manner less delight ; and Edgar 
felt in being robbed of the heiress 








of Devon he lost the most perfect 


VISITOR: 


voice accompanied the lute---’twas 
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of her sex. Fthelwald at night 
attended him to his appartment— 
Baron, exclaimed the King, (when 
alone with him) “you have not 
acted quite well to me ; yet ima 


gine not, (he continued, percetv- | 


ing his agitation) my nature so 
severely harsh, as to refuse pardon 
to a erime of love ; it is whata 
man oft will, in his own breast, 
find a palliation for ; but if vou 
desire I should be reconciled to 
you, you mest conduct the Baron- 
ess to court; her charms should 
not he coneeaied from the world 
nor can I longer bear thy es- 
strangement from me. 


My most gracious sire, my too 
kind, too indulgent master, said 
Ethelwald, at his feet, I have not 
merited this clemency ; ’tis an 
aggravation of my crime—but if 
the strickest vows, extenuate my 
conduct, Ethelwald for ever shail 
not be recorded in the black ro- 
lumes of perfidity and guilt. The 
King appeared affected, he raised 
him, he pressed his hand, he reti- 
erated his professions of kindness. 
The night weaned away; the 
ehace was to commence early in 
the ensuing morning, and they 
separated. Elfrida, who dreaded 
the remonstrances of the Baron 
for acting so contradictory to his 
wishes, pretended to be asleep 
when he entered her apartment, 
and when he arose, by tke first 
dawn of light, her eyes were clos. 


a ED 





ed by its balsamic influence. E> 
thelwald’s happiness now seemed 
supreme ; he had flung off that 
weight of apprehension, so long | 
oppressive ; the bright effusion of 
returning peace tinctured his 
brown cheek ; the fire of his eyes 
was re-lighted, the chords of his 
soul resumed their elasticity, with 
flattering progmostics of vibrating 
no more, but to the sound of glad. 
| ness—he resembled a wretched 
mariner, who, tossed by the whirl 
/of winds and waters, attains at 
| length the haven of security. 
| 
| A numerous retinue attended 


| the king and Ethelwald, and in 


the mazy windings of the forest 
of Harwood, they pursued the ti- 
morous stag. The king at length 
declared his fatigue, and express- 
ing a private wish to the Baron, 
of seeking a place for repose, they 
soon dropt the party, and pene- 
trated into the tangled and ob- 
scure paths. Dismounting from 
their steeds, they proceeded into 
the centre of the forest, where 
the interwoven branches of old 
| oaks hid the pure light of day. 
| Here the king stopped, and with- 
| drawing hisarm from Ethelwad’s, 
| * Baron,” said he, “ this is a mo- 
ment for private conferrence—I 
have sighed for it. 





| 
| 
| 
| 


“* My sire 
does honour to his vassal,” he re- 
plied, ‘ Yes,” resumed he, “I 
have longed, I have almost died, 
| to tell you, you are a base, perfidi- 
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ous traitor : did you suppose that 
I would suffer you to enjoy the 
fruits of your deception ? I tho’t 
you had known the high and vin- 
dictive soul of Edgar better. Ig- 
noble Ethelwald, I triumph over 
thee—that wife, on whom thy 
eyes for the last time have feast- 
ed, shall be mine erethy clay- 
cold coverlet is green—thns !” 


exclaimed he, drawing a dagger, (i 


which he had concealed beneath :: ceed, the hosrid rest was guessed. 








be covered by the falling verdure 
of the forest. The king was 
breathless as he gained his attend- 
ants ; they surrounded him with 
astonishment, and supported him 
from the steed he could no longer 
sit. In faltering accents, he an 

swered their enquities : they were 


| suddenly assaulted by vagrants, 


he escaped with difficulty ; F- 
thelwald—he was urable to pro- 


his habit, “may this hand de- ‘ The piercing cries and lamenta- 
stroy all who shall dare to dimi- [| tions of the domestics now smote 


nish the happiness of Edgar.” 


l| his ears. “ Oh where,” they 


* cried, distractedly flying about, 


The Baron staggered at the ll << where are the monsters that 


low which pierced his breast. 


spilled the blood of the gallant 


Tis just ; (| Ethelwald ? 
“ *Tis just ; (he groaned) but oh! | neswa 


my wife, my El—” frida, he | 
wonld have added, but a convul- 
Sive writhing closed his lips, and 


senseless he dropped back. The | 


’ 


ensanguined steel fell from Edgar 
; she perceived kindled in his eyes. 


—his hand seemed nerveless—he 
would have fled, but the entang- 
ling brambles fastening in his gar- 
ments, impeded his progress—he 
stopped, panting, his eyes invo- 
luncary fastened on the pale vis- 
age of the youthful Baron. « ’Tis 
ahorrid deed I have achieved,” 
he cried, “ ‘twas deserved—yet 
how horrible is death—so unpre- 





pared, too: how gaily tinged was 
his cheek, by that blood my dag- 
ger drank.” He extricated him- 
self with precipitation from the 
baneful shades, leaving the bosom 





of the once gailant Ethe!wa'd to |’ 








The king desired to be borne 


'} to the castle, where Elfrida was 


devising new scheroes to givea 
permenancy to that admiration 


A murmuring noise now resound- 
ed through the castle, and by de- 
grees it approached nearer to her 
apartments ; the most aged of the 
domestics rushed wildly in. “ He 
is gone,” they exclaimed, “ he is 
lost forever. *“ Oh Jady, the hand 
of violence and barbarity, hath de- 
spoiled thee of thy lord.” Ghast- 
liness and horror overspread tire 
features of the baroness; a kind 
of conscious guilt pervaded her 
soul: she screamed faintly, and 
fell without sense upon the-bocom 
of Bertha. 
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She was soon restored to reason, 
and the bitterness of sorrow, yet 
not that excruciating bitterness of 
sorrow which would have been 
. her portion, had her .love for the 
Baron continued with its first ar- 
dour ; she wept for his fate, but 
her tears flowed not from the 
springs of agony. Edgar remain- 
ed at the castle : propriety might 
have forbidden his stay, but he 
hearkened not to its pleadings ; 
there wasa guilty transport felt 
under the roof with the Baroness. 
He had it reported to her, that 
the body of Ethelwald was vain- 
ly sought for by his desire, and 
as soon as decency would permit, 
solicited and obtained an interview. 
The surpassing loveliness of the 
Baroness amazed his enthralled 
heart : her waning color, her tears 
that incessantly flowed, the so- 
Jemness of her habit, all worked 
upon the dormant powers of sen- 
Sibility. 


He experienced a trembling 
confusion : his eyes were averted, 
but with horror they fastened on 
some scattered habiliments of the 
Baron. The deed, however, was 
accomplished, nor could he feel 
compunction, with the prize in 
view, he recovered his composure, 
and endeavoured to soothe her. 
At length he imperceptibly led 
her into the path he desired, and 
mentioned, with hesitation, his 
wishes, 


—— 


The Baroness hung back at the 
proposal: the reserve of female 
modesty revolted at this speedy 
mention of another choice; she 
refused to answer, lost in an anx. 
ious embarrassment. “ Lady,” 
cried the ardent monarch, “I wish 


not to encroach on the rites due to 


the memory of thy husband, but 
surely when fulfilled, I may ex- 
pect youto listen to my suit, 


Know, lady, I havea private right 


to thee, and but for his deceptions 
might have tasted the sweets of 
thy affections long ere this. He 
is gone, however, and let it not 
be said, that Edgar displays the 
fanits of him who moulders to 
primeval dust. Oh raise thy be- 
nign eyes upon me, nor let me 
find that the daughter of Ordun 
has beheld the vassal with more 
approbation than a king.” He 
was stopped by the rising impet- 
uesity of his emotions. The idea 
of her husband was fading from 
Elfrida’s soul ; she beheld at her 
feet a suppliant in a young, !ove- 
ly sovereign: she forgot what 
was due to her departed lord, to 
the proud virtues of her parents: 
ambition and vanity, like torrents, 
bore down upon native delicacy : 
she promised to be Edgar’s when 
the term of mourning was expit- 
ed, andin that moment sullied 
the nitherto pure brightness of her 
fame. 
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daughters of her sex, from her ex- 
ample, beware how they suffer 
an inordinate passion to gain ad- 
mittance into their bosoms ; in- 
sinuating is its entr rance, but diffi- 
cult its expulsion, and may in one 


moment precipitate them from | 


that height of virtue which ana 
unblemished adherence of he 
rules had elevated them to. 
unite again was proper, but ‘is 
speedy contract—there way the 
wound to fuir propriety. 


The king left the castle. The 
perturbations of the mind of the 
Baroness subsided’: unoccupied, 
it strikin gly pointed out to her the 
solitariness of ‘her present condi- 
tion; a dull silence reigned thro’ 
the castle, the domestics; she ima- 
gined, regarded her with a gloomy 
respect ; in her presence the gay 
pipe of the shepherd ceased : joy 
fleeted from before her, and the’ 
old battlements she thought often 
shook with an otinotts’ violence. 


(To be continued.) 
——_ {9 Pe 


ON PROFESSED 


YOUNG BACHELORS. 


Tus justly despised and exe- 
erable race, it is the duty of eve- 
ry one to censure; they can have 
no claim to the regard of mankind 
as their hearts must be shut a- 


gant all sympathy and gratitude 
miation never to marry, that had 
nt something in him at leat, se- 
tly wrong, tho’ ever so correct 














.n appearance, still he may be 


deep in error. A man elevated and 
amiable enough for domestic life, 
will of ccurse be happy in parta- 


king of its sweets, aitd not content 
himself to live in that state of de- 
pravity and, (in the end) wretch. 
edness, which batchelors general- 
ly must and do—carrying on in- 


trigues w ith married women, and 


trifling with all the girls they 
meet ; so that in time, their minds 
become as corrupt as their hearts 


are Hiardened, It is only the most 
selfish or mortified part of man- 
‘kind that can posibly reconcile 
‘to themselve3 such a mode of life. 
To live merely for ones self liow 


despicable, They fear to marry, 


‘thinking it must deprive them of 


some degree of liberty, and pet res 
strictions upon them, which they 
are unwilling, from their love of 
pleasure and ease, to submit to. 
Every woman of virtue ‘vught 


therefore to be upon her guard, 


against a professed young batche- 
Ct ; tho’? he may not from fear, 
so solutely offer her an insult, yet 
he will endeavour with the deep- 
est dissimulation to gain her affec- 
tions, by shewing to advantage 
his few good qualities, boasting of 
those he never could possess, and 
interesting himself in all that con- 


for 10 man ever formed the deter- 
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concerns her with 
apparent affection, 
Attained his end ; 


solicitudes ia | 
until he jas ma 
whieh finady | 
| 


(ifa man of sense) by his urrem.. | 


ted attentions he may gain by de 


grees her heart entire, which, 


when he discovers, if he perceives | 


her to bea simple and innocent 
girl he trifles with her feelings 
till some new object presents itself, 
but should he ont contrary, 
find her a girl of pride, sense, 
and delicacy, (perceiving he had 
gone to far entirely to recede 
with honor) skulks of by degrees, 
and excuses himself under the 
prostituted name of friendship ; ta- 
king care atthe same time, to 
Inake it appear by that means he 
conducts from the principles ‘of 
honour, and cut of pity for the love of 
such girls. 


This is the life that the profes- 
sed young batchelor leads, until 
they arrive at that period when 
their foliies must cease ; then sure- 
ly discontent, or the dark passions, 
having nothing to divert them, 
appear and usurp even the bosoms 
of thoce that had they 
partner to soothe their cares in 


scughta 


the decline of life, might have no 
denbt prevced an ornament to 
their country. A virtuous wo. 
man, the » nsvler of man’s life— 
his friend—w!en ail 
the world desert him, isa blessing 


which a bytchelor can never pos- 


l the rest of | 


—* 


€ess. 


He lives appareat'y alone 





| 
| 
| 
| 
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| 
| 
| 


in the midst of the world, and 
finally sinks to the grave a sour 
misanthrope, without a friend 
seriously ‘0 lament lim; with 
the detestable epithet of a despised 
old bachelor. [ Tickler. 


THE BARD OF FINGAL; 


OR, 
Curse of Seduction. 


Cine up my danghter ! 
hopeless though thou art, never 
was theaid of these aged arms 
denied to the children of sorrow, 
I know thon art faint and weary, 
as the hart stricken by the hun- 
ter,—as the wounded chief in the 
day of battle; and when thou 
fallest, no stone shall point out thy 
bed.—Eut cheer up my daughter. 
Yet a little longer cheer up thy 
strength, oh wanderer of night— 
near is the dwelling of the deceit. 
ful Cradmer, oh yellow  hair'd 
daughter of Morva.—Tell me not 


that thy eyes shall behold him no 


more—say not they are dim al. 
ready,—that the shades of the 
mountain bec!on thee away ; for 
the heart of the bard of Fingal 
now bleeds for thee! Alas thon 
art hastening to the land of dark- 
ness :—but when the harp sounds 
in the hall of Cradmor, he too 
shall heave a sigh for the wretch- 
ed corse of the dauxhter of Morva ! 
—Open thy gates, thou destroy- 
er of peace! speak comfort to the 
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licart which thy cruelty has bro- 
ken,-~bless her with a smile thou 
bane of virtue.—Alas, he comes 
not, drowned in the mirth of songs 
and Hushed with the wine of joy, 
he hears not the expiring groan 
of the daughter of Morva—Coid 


blows the wind throuch the win- 
try thorn,—but he hears it not; 
ruthless is the tempest that beats 
the head of the daughter of Mor- 
va, but he feels it not.—Though 
now he be at peace nor think of 
thee, yet venomous as the ser- 
pents’ fang shall his conscience 
be ; and the wild fow] of the cliff 
shall shriek out its destiny. —The 
gale of the evening shall bear thy 
sighs to him as he returneth from 
the chace—the wind of the desert 
shall how! to him the name of 
Morv3.—!In the vision ofthe night 
he shall see mhabdieses cricket shall 
whisper of Morva.—In the field 
of battle, nerveless shall his arm 
be; powerless as the shadows 
on the hill—the cataract from the 
mountain shall tell him of thee ; 
and the leaves of the forest shall 
make him afraid. —He shall call 
on the injured fair one, but she 
will not hear—he shall invoke a 
a blessing from the yellow hair'’d 
daughter of Morva—but the wind 
shall scatter his prayers like the 
down of the thistle, and swift as 
the bolt of heaven shall be his 
despair. 
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J HERE are few subjects on 
which grave writers and preach- 
ers of religion have indu!ged more 
ehement declamation, than on 
ine of reihes, 
sider the man of opulence as «l- 


‘hey*seem to con- 


most necessarily corrupted with 
false principles, or depressed with 
turpitude of heart ; as wallowing 
amidst all the luanriance of vo- 
luptuousness, and employing his 
ingenuity to invent excuses cr ar- 
guiments in the defence or extenu- 
ation of his folly or his vice. Em 
vy has looked with pain at his 
magnificent habitation, planned 
with skilfulness of architecture, 
and erected by the labours of in- 
dustry, ‘or the decoration of which 
the world has been traversed to 
its extremities, ornamented with 
all the nicety of art, glittering 
with goid, and blazing with par- 
ple. The reproaches of extrava- 
gance, curiosity, and pr.de, have 
been [iberally bestowed on the 
suinptuous attire of his persoa, on 
the rich profusion of his table, 
the epicurean delicacy of his ap- 
petite, en the hests of his attend- 
ants, Who ceceive his commands 
with obsequiousness, and obey 
them with ceerity. 


There certuinly can be nothing 
intrivsically criminal in the pos- 
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session of riches, which are sien. 
at least, indisputably, the reward 
of honest industry, or ingenious 
speculation, From that inequali- 


variety of 


cf 


y, and talent, which 


providence, in its wisdom, has 
distributed sniougz men, upavoide- 


s2 ; pores : 
Qiversiey of attainments. 


bly wince j 
and dispropurticuate acquictde 
The 

extensive information, willaccom 
piish perfurmances beyond the 
reach of or the illitte 


his penetratio:: will disco 


man of superior genius, and 


he bet My 
rate : 
ver scenes of xctivity, which io- 
ferior capacity would not easily 
have found, and his experience 
will direct him to methods of suc- 
cess, which ignorance might have 
sought in vaine The man of en 
terprize, who disregards the fa- 
“ar of labour, and sets at defi- 

nee the 
who i in the prosecution of 


dangers of enterprize, 
well 
concerted plans, roams over the 
sands of the desert, or breaks thro’ 
the obstructions of the wilderness, 
if 


who exposes himself to 
torrid heat, or to tho frigidit ty of 


beams of 


the arctic realms, wil! often re 


turn home, enriched with sue. 


cessful trafic, and gladdened with 
the swiles of propitious fortune, 
while he who sleeps in the quie- 


tude of domestic ease, must remain 


+h 


contented in the moderation of 
competgnce, or in the tatters of 
indigence. That timidity which 
will run no hazards, which is ap- 


palled with difficulty, and over- 
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come with peril, cannot reasona- 
bly anticipate the prosperity or 
the honor which awaits him who 
marches resolutely to the field of 
battle, and contests the victory 
with disciplined evolution, and 


undaunted coura Ze. 


liable 
but his observation must 
end his 
perception dull, who has not re- 

marked that it shares the fate of 
all the abilities with which we 
umy be distinguished by nature, 
or felicities to which we may be 
It has been 


Riches sre undoubtedly 
to abuse 


have heen ind-ed small, 


exalted by fortune. 


settled by an immutable law, 


which pervades all corporeal, in- 
animate, and intelligent creation, 
that powers, which in their right 
application ere capable of predu- 
cing signal benefit, are, when 
perverted from their proper em- 
ployment, capable of producing 
effects signally mischevious. The 
ruffian, of great muscular strength, 
may exert that vigor, in the op- 
pression of the weak, or in the 
destruction of the defenceless, 
which if exercised in the service 
of his country, might have enti- 
tled him to the applause of valor, 
to the honor of the brave, and the 
reverence of the just. The genius 
intellectual facul- 
ties may vilify their dignity, by 
unsettling the faith of the unsta- 
ble; he may deceive those, who, 


of uncommon 


through ignorance, are not able 
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to disentangle syllogistic intrica- 
cies, or to confute the refinements 
of sophistry—he imposes on the 
simple, who had perhaps con- 
nected integrity of heart with 
exaltation of mind ; but no per- 
sun of reflexion can rationally in- 
fer from this violence of injury, 
artifice of fraud, and meanness of 
disingenuity,thatcorporalstrength 
an. wental superiority, are in their 
nature vicious, or that their pos- 
session and attainment may not 
be inhoéently desired, and lauda- 
bly cultivated. 


But whatever may be said in 
defence or extenuation of those 
whom opulence has raised above 
‘the generality of mankind, left 
their t!me supremely at their own 
disposal, and placed within their 

rasp all the pleasures of life— 
these advantages, inestimable in 
themselves, and which benevo- 
lence and wisdom’ might have 


improved to the amelioration of | 
society, and to the advancement | 
of the happiness of the world, 1 whom pecuniary difficulties gp.° 


have been too generally abused, to 
effect schemes of oppression, or to 
gratify the appetites of sense, 


Ambition has sought the exear- 
tion of its projects, in the procure. ! 


ment of adherents, through the 
corruption of bribes, and holding 
out the prospects of pecuniary 
stores; and the mercenary band, 
to exalt their leader to the throne 
ef dominion, have spread among 








the mansions of innocence ant 


peace, the disorders of revolution. 
The sensualist has abused the 
gifts of fortune, to the indulgence 
of his ignoble pleasures. With 
wines of the richest flavour he 
may gratify his palate, and by 
the intoxicating draught may sus- 
pend the operations of his- reason, 
_and still the voice of his con. 
| sei ence—a voice which reprobates 

' his folly, and molests his peace. 
| Of female wretchedness he may 
| basely avail his lust, and seduce 

with his gold the unfortunate 
girl, whom poverty has reduced 
| to the rags of nakedness, and the 





\ cravings of hunger. The micer 


| hoards up his treasures with avid- 
ity of desire, although they great. 
‘ly exceed the expenses he wil 
ever incur: he burns with fever. 
ish anxiety, and seeks, with im- 
portunate exertion, to auginent 
that wealth which already more 
than suffices for his personal wants, 
and which he has not generosity 
of heart to distribute among those 


press, or who suffer affliction from 
which the relief of a little money 
would set them free ; he submts 
himself to incon veniencies of want 
and te the distresses of penury, 
rather than part with his silver 
or his gold. Let those surrounded 
with exuberance ef plenty, con- 
template the numbers who are 
blasted with infelicity by the 
hand of poyerty—residing amidst 
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the chilling damps of a cellar, er |! Homerical sublimity slumber for. 


wandering about without any 
settiel abode; insolated by day, 
and exposed to the insalubrity of 
the nocturnal dew—affiicted with 
various diseases of body, burning 





with the inflammation of fever, | 
wasting in the gradual decline of 
consumption, or shrieking with 
the exacerbations of chronical 
pains ; destitute of the conveni- 


ee 6 eee ee 


encies of domestic accommeda- 


tion, of the consolatary ministra- 
tions of benevolence, and of the 
soothing applications of the heal- 
ing art: let the sons of gaiety 
and of riches contemplate this | 
scene of wretchedness, and reflect i 
that its misery might be greatly j; 
diminished, or perhaps entirely | 
removed, by the contributions of |} 
charity. Many of the offspring jj 
of penury are without the advan- 4) 
tages of a literary education, and jf] 
remain benighted with the clouds 

of moral and religious darkness. j 
Knowledge is of inestimable va- 
lue, and tothe successful prosecu- 
tion of the avocations of business, 





vet some are doomed to be almost 


' 
a certain degree of it is requisite, i 
' 
totally destitute of the instruction | 


of its precepts, and the direction i 
of its light. The delicacy of taste; 
the quickness of perception, and 
the rectitude of understanding 
which distinguished an Addison, 
may here lie buried in oblivion, 
and amidst this barrenness of ig- 
norance, may even a genias of 








ever. But what most deserves 
the compassion of benevolence, is 
destitution of religious informa- 
tion——of that information which 
instructs in the end for which we 
were created and placed on this 
terrestrial stage ; of the degenera- 
ey of our nature, and its obnox- 
iousness to the displeasure of the 
deity. of the placability of his 
character, and of the means by 
which his favour is to be perpeta- 
ated~-of the way by whieh we 
may escape the punishment of 
fauturity, by which we may lead 
our lives in that obedience of vir- 
tue, which will procure tu us an 
elevation to the assembly of im- 
maculate spirits. Who can won. 
der, that if, under such complicat- 
ed difficulties, some should seek 
relief by an unjust invasion of 
property. Hov noble would be 
the conduct of those, and how 
exquisite their delight, who should 
appropriate apart of that substance 
with which they have been in- 


; vested by celestial munificence, to 


the alleviation of their distresses. 
To this they are stimulated by 
every motive which ought to be 


| irresistible to an ingenuous mind, 


by every incitement of gratitude, 
by every feeling of philanthropy. 
He who refuses to perform this 
duty, is guilty of requiting with 
ingratitude the benefactions of 
heaven,and of injuriousness to 
mankind ; equity requires he 
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should expend a proportion of his + into a garret room to be confined 
wealth for the advancement of || on bread and water—By some 


the genera! good ; he counteracts 
hisown interest, which is deeply 
involved in the purity and com- 


! 
f 


fort of public life. to which he is . 


greatly indebted for the security 
of his possessions, and the contin- 
uation o. his prosperity- 
Sytvanus SomsBre. 
New-York, Dec. 26, 1810. 


ae OO 


HUMOUR. 


Tne sons of the late Dr. Callen 
of Edinburgh, were distinguished 
by very extraordinary talents, ac- 
companied, however by the most 
eccentrick turn of mind and whim- 
sical fancies. One of them, we 
are not sure whether it be the 
present Lord of Sessions, was 
when a small boy, so singularly 


arch, and at the same time high- | 


ly mettled, that the doctor could 
get little good of him. If the doc- 
tor corrected him, he worried the 
doctor in return,—One day he 
committed a very high offence, 
which the doctor resolved to pun- 
ish. A friend whe was present 
interposed, and said, “ do doctor 
forgive him this time, by faith 
he’sa clever fellow.”—** Yes, re- 
echoed the boy archly) J am indeed 
a clever little fellow.”—“ Aye, aye, 
(said the doctor) then I'll see af I 
cannot take a little of that cleverness 


So he ordered him up 


from you.” 


: 








chance a cat was locked up in the 
room with him; what does he 
but he tears the sheet into strings 
makes a long cord ef it, and ha- 
ving fastened the cat to the end 
of it, stood with the window open 
prepared for what might happen- 
At his usual hour the doctor re- 
turned from visiting his patients, 
got out of his sedan chair, his hat 
according to custom under his arm 
and his enormous white powder. 
ed whig which would have co- 
vered a large bee-hive, exposed te 
view. Young Callen immediate- 
ly let down the cat, which catch- 
ing hold of the doctor’s wig held 
it fast.—The doctor greatly alarm- 
ed, looked up, and to his infinite 
chagrin and amazement saw wig 
and cat escending into the air, 
and his son looking out and laugh- 
ing. Ah, you rescal, exclaimed 
the docter, is this your doing ? 
Yes, roared out the arch youngs- 
ter, (while the pzssers by stopped 
in surprize) yes father you threat- 
ened to deprive me of my clever- 
ness, but Dil be hang’d if I have not 


deprived you of all yours. 





ECONOMY. 

The following Anecdote will! 
set the subject on economy in a 
very striking point of view : 
«“ At the time when the London. 
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Bridge was building or repairing, 
the gentlemen, who weie selicit- 
ing subscriptions to-carry on the 
work, called at the door of a weal- 
thy gentleman ; and just as they 
were entering the door, they heard 
the gentleman scolding at his 
maid servant for throwing into 
the fire a match of brimstone, af- 
ter she had used it to light a can- 
die. The reflections of the gen- 
tlemen standing at the door, were 
as follows :—‘+ Well, if this man 
is somuch afraid of losing a match 
of brimstone, we shall most cer- 
tainly lose our labor in shewing 
him our proposal.” ‘They, how- 


ever presented their subscription | 


paper, and he put down against 
his name the generous sum of one 
hundred pounds, The gentlemen 
then told this liberal donor what 
had been their reflections when 
standing at the door and hearing 
him scold at his servant, for wast- 
ing the mateh of brimstone. The 
gentleman replied, “that it was 
not for the value of the match 
that he scolded at the servant, but 
it was to manifest his displeasure 
at seeing any thing, even a can- 
dle match wasted, and to teach 
his servants a lesson of Economy 
and Frugality ; for’ continued the 
gentleman, “if the servant had 
been indulged in wasting a candle 


match, she would take the liber- | 


ty of throwing away things of 
greater value. But ifall the ser- 


—. 








taught to observe, the. strictest 
rules of Economy in all things, 
much inthe course of 3 year, may 
be saved for charitable purposes. 
Thus by a prudent Economy in 
saving small things from being 
wasted, Iam ever supplied wi'h 
a sufficiency to meet all charita- 
ble demands in the liberal manner 
which you have witnessed.”—It 
is hoped, that every reader will 
take this friendly hint, and go and 
do likewise. 


—_—- 
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For the Weekly Visitor. 


ON PROMOTING 


MATRIMONIAL HAPPINESS 


emwmi. 


TO THE LADIES. 


—_-——- 
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Avow. both before and after 
marriage, all thoughts of manag- 
ing your husband : never endea- 
vour todeceive or impose upon his 
understanding, nor give him un- 
easiness, as some do, very. foclish- 
ly, to try his temper, but treat 
him always before-hand with sin- 
cerity, and afterwards with affec- 
tion and respect. Be net over 
sanguine before marriage, nor 
promise yourself felicity without 
alloy, for that is impossible to be 


attained, in thi; present state of 


things. Consider before-hand, 


that the person you are going to 


vants and the whole family, be spend your days with is a man, 
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and not an angel; and, if when 
you come together you discover 
any thing in his humour or beha- 
viour that is not altogether so 
agreeable as you expected, pass it 
“over as a human frailty, smooth 
your brow, compose your temper, 
and try to amend it by cheerful- 
ness and good-nature. RKemem- 
ber always, that whatever mis- 
fortunes may happen either, they 
are not to be charged to the ac- 
count of matrimony, but to the 
accidents and infirmities of hu- 
mani life, a burthen which each 
has engaged to assist the other in 
supporting, and to which both 
parties are equally exposed ; there- 
fore, instead of murmurs, reflex- 
ions, and disagreements, whereby 
the weight is rendered abundant- 
'y more grievous, readily put your 
shoulder to the yoke, and make 
it easier to both. Resolve every 
morning to be cheerful and good- 
natured that day, and if any acci- 
dent should happen, to break that 
resolution, suffer it not to put you 
out of temper with every thing 
besides, and especially with your 
husband. Be assured, a woman’s 
power, as well as happiness, has 
no other foundation but her hus. 
band’s esteem and love ; which, 
consequently, it is her undoubted 
interest, by all means possible, to 
preserve and increase; share and 
soothe his cares, and with the ut- 
mest diligence conceal his infirm- 
ities. 








—— 
Read frequently, with due at- 
tention, the matrimonial service; 
and take care, in. doing so, not to 
overlook the big letter O, with 
bey at the end of it. If you have 
any concern for your own ease, or 
for your husband’s esteem, then 
have a due regard to his income 
and circumstances, in all your ex- 
penses and desires ; for if necessity 
should follow, you run the great- 
est hazard of beimg deprived of 
both. Let not. many days pass 
together, without a serious exa- 
mination how you have behaved 
as a wife ; and if, upon reflexion, 
you find yourself guilty of any 
foibles or omissions, the best atone- 
ment is, to be exactly careful of 
your future conduct. 
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The public are requested to ex- 
amine the Hudson Bank notes. 
We have lately reeeived several 
of them, which have proved to 
be counterfeits. It is difficult to 
discern the real ones from the 
counterfeits. 





The yellow fever is raging at 
Cadiz to an alarming degree. Du- 
ring the month of October it car- 
ried offupwards of eleven hundred 
inhabitants. It. has also broken 
out at Gibraltar; and at Cartha- 
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gena the deaths averaged from 


inp eighty to eighty-five a day. 





A negro girl was lately burnt 
to death in Nurth-Carolina, by 
laying neara fire. In her fright, 
she fled to the bed of her mistress, 
and endangered the life of her 
master and mistress) A child 
was so burnt, that its life was in 





4 
aganger, 
SOL UTI ON. 
Of the Riddle, which appeared in last 
week’s number. 
WATER. 








L. W. shail be attended te. 


an atieiineel 
oe 


he City Inspector reports the death 


wit 


of 40 persons during the week, ending 
. 


on Saturday 





Mm OAisss, 

OR EXCHANGED FOR A GIG, 
£2 AN ELEGANT PLANO-£ORTE 
an In excellent order. 
bait Enguire at 102, or 116, Wm.-St. 
ta te 





it MARRIED. 


# 
4) . 
t a a bd 7 + F 
{? On Monday evening last, by the 
rev ~. Williston, M-. Abraham 
i Is Van. Nostrand, t iss Eliza Myers, 
i i + daughter } tat J. yers, Esq. all 
wus. Z 
: ie é of tf15 y citye 
1p id Yo 

Sa4 

is On Tuesday evening, the 25th inst. 


ames 


4 
bi by the rev. Dr. Romine, Mr. J 





Kelso, merchant, to Miss Helen Hen™ 
ry, both of this city. 


At Newpert, R. I. on the 9th 
inst. Mr. John Hughes, of this city, 
to Miss Mary B. Hawkins of thas 


pl ce. 


On Wednesday evening, by the rew. 
“ > « 
John Fo Morrel, 


t Clark, 


Vir. Kuypers, 
to Miss Isabell 


At ri on the 11th inst. Sam- 


+ 


uel Rose, E ig. of this city, to © 153 
f soAn 


inn Duncan, only daughter of 


Duncan sq. of the former place. 


, 


On Monday evening /ast, by the 
a nl q 
vev. Mr. Bork, Mr. Christin te 


Miss Hetty Dodd, both of 


When he the maid to Hym 
led, 

To have free access to the nuptial bed, 

Love’s raging sparks re-kindicd in her 
soul, 

And, 


etrange to teil, the maid turn’d to 


a—CCLE. 


DIED, 
At his seat at Bloomingdale, on 
Monday the 24th inst. 
Hake. 


iir. Samuel 


On Tuesday morning, ir. George 
Lampiin of 2 lingering illness, which 
he bore with calm resignation to the 


divine will, 

At New-Orieans, Mr John Yar- 
nell, cae of the sh p Benjamin 
Frontlin, and, Mr. John Mesier, of 
New York. 
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ADDRESS TO CONTENT. 


I WEET child of virtue, calm Con- 
tent! 
Frieud of the lowly hear my cry ; 
Whoturn'st the dart to sorrow sent, 
And smooth’st the rugged brow of 
poverty. 


Gay morn awakes her wanton gale 
To kiss the sweets of every mead ; 
Soft dews impearl the verdant vale, 
And gently beud the cowslip’s silk- 
en head. 


Yet without thee vain blooms the scene, 
In vain the sy'van warbler sings ; 
In vain the dale is clad in green, 
In vain the spicy shrub soft odour 
flings. 


Come then sweet maid! bid trouble 
éease, 
And here thy heavenly sisters bring, 
Light cheerfulness and white-rob’d 
Peace :— 
Teach woe to smile, and bendiag toil 
to sing. 


She hears? she comes! she cheers my 
breast, 
And adds fresh lustre to the view, 
How rici. ly now the tulip’s drest ! 
How sweet the little violet’s milder 
hue ! 


Yes! place me where the cold wiad 
blows ; 
With !.er the storm I wil! not dread: 
O’er alla sunny robe she throws, 
And twines the wreath of spring for 
winter's head 


TO MEMORY. 


, 
ae Memory ! celestial maid, 
Who lov'st with solitude to dwell; 
Under the mountain's ragged shade, 
Retir’d withia thy pensive cell, 


O thou, my mingled joy and woe, 
Sweet source of every bursting sigh 
Who bid’ t these silent sorrows flow ; 
Hai!, heaven-born soothing Me- 

mory ! 


The sky is clad, in tenderest b'ue, 
And Zephyr spreads his balmy 
wing ; 
The bending flow’ret weeps with dew : 
Che bird’s soft song salutes the 


spring. 


| Yet far retir’d from this gay scene, 
From solitude and thee I seek, 
My friend’s soft sigh her smile serene, 
Her speaking eye, her mvisien’d 
cheek. 


Come then and sooth my labouring 
heart ! 
Come, awfai power : cowe sweetest 
maid ! 
O haste, thy Lucia’s smile imra tt, 
And leave the mountain’s ragged 
shade. 


re 


THE TEAR OF SENSIBILITY, 


Sine drop! that so spkndidly 
shone in her eye, 
That softly stole down her pale 
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~ 
That silently lingered, unwilling co die, 
And fain her fair bosom would seek. | 


| 
Isaw thee, bright pear! as thou wan- | 
toaly roll’d 
From her eye, o’er her check, to her 
breast ; 
And thereI beheld thee, intruder so 
bold, 
Triumphantly take up thy rest! 


Blest emblem o! purity, virtue divine, 
What power from thine orb, thee 
allured ? 
Thou should not remain on so sacred a 
shrine, 
Thy lustre wil soon be obscured! 


What cruel enchantment induced thee 


to roam ; 

Say, what could oblige } thee to 
stray ? 

Did Sympathy, forceful, attract thee 


tro 
Or Anguisi) point eu! the sad way ? 


Thu can’st not inhabit ihe place of 
thy rest, . 
No:, ah! can’st thou ever return : 
Tien iet me een kiss thee O! glitter- 
ing -aesi— 


My «ips shalt aiford thee an urn! 


_--—— 
| 


SONG. 


LD. AR Erin, hew sweetly thy 


grecu bos«m rises, 
An emerald set inthe ring of the 


sea 3— 
Ezch biade of the meadows my faith- 


fu! heart prizes, 
Thou Quee of the West, the world’s 


Cuishia ina chree. 


Thy g*tes open wide to the poor and 








the stranger, 


There smiles Hospitality, hearty and 
free ; 
Thy friendship is seen in the moment 
of danger, 
And the wand'rer is welcomed with 
Cuishla ma chree. 


Thy sons they are brave; but the 
battle once over, 
In brotherly peace with their foes 
they agree ; 
And the roseate cheeks of thy daugh- 
ters discever 
The soul-speaking blush that says 
Cuishla ma chree, 


Then flourish forever, my dear native 


Eria, 
While sadly I wander, an exile from 
thee ; 
And firm a. thy mountains, no injury 
fearing, 
hay Heaven defend its cwa Cuishla 
ma chree. 
EPIGRAM. 
M.- heart adored three powers 
above, 


Aad bow’d to Justice—Fortune—Love 
I sought their fane: but sigh’d to find 
That Justice, Fortune, Love were blind. 
Ah, would the Gods who stole their 
sight, 
In sympathy their souls unite ; 
Then might the three display to view, 
Charms that the graces never knew, 
Justice the smile of Fortune move, 
Aad Fortune gild the shatts of Love, 
—>—_- 
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